wretched inn in Glenelg.         [Ser.
As .we passed the barracks at Berndra, I looked at tl wishfully, as soldiers have always every thing in the 1 order: but there was only a serjeant and a few men th We came on to the inn at Glenelg. There was no pro\ der for our horses ; so they were sent to grass, with a r to watch them. A maid shewed us up stairs into a re clamp and dirty, with bare walls, a variety of bad smell coarse black greasy fir table, and forms of the same ki and out of a wretched bed started a fellow from his sic like Edgar in King Lcar\ 'Poor Toms a cold*?
This inn was furnished with not a single article that could either eat or drink3; but Mr. Murchison, factor to Laird of Macleod in Glenelg, sent us a bottle of rum i some sugar, with a polite message, to acquaint us, that was very sorry that he did not hear of us till we had pas his house, otherwise he should have insisted on our sleep there that night ; and that, if he were not obliged to
1! it*
"ill
1  Act iii.sc. 4.
2  It is amusing to observe the different images which this b( presented to Dr. Johnson and me.   The Doctor, in his Journey, & pares him to a Cyclops.   BOSWELL.   ' Out of one of the beds which we were to repose, started up at our entrance, a man black i Cyclops from the forge.'    Works, ix. 44.    Johnson wrote to I Thrale :— ' When we were taken up stairs, a dirty fellow bounced of the bed where one of us was to lie.   Boswcll blustered, but notli could be got.'   Piozsi Letters, i. 136.    Macaulay (Essays, ed. 184 404) says :— ' It is clear that Johnson himself did not think in the < lect in which he wrote.   The expressions which came first to tongue were simple, energetic, and picturesque.    When he wrote publication, he did his sentences out of English into Johnsonese,   ' letters from the Hebrides to Mrs. Thrale are the original of that wi of which the Journey to the Hebrides is the translation ; and it amusing to compare the two versions.'   Macaulay thereupon quc these two passages.   See ante, under Aug. 29, 1783.
3  ' We had a lemon and a piece of bread, which supplied me w my supper.'   Piozssi Letters, i. 136.   Goldsmith, who in his stud' days had been in Scotland, thus writes of a Scotch inn :— ' Vile ent tainment is served up, complained of, and sent down ; up comes wo; and that also is changed, and every change makes our wretched ch more unsavoury.'   Present State of Polite Learning, ch. 12.
c
1
,v\dered that I was not more affected, but the mind is not at all times equally ready to be put in motion.' Piozzi Letters, i. 131.
